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Then to this letter I added : " Dear mother, I only kissed him, for he is such a dear! " So his mother learnt no more of that particular temple, but my own belief is she liked the end of the letter better than all the rest put together, for in spite of her son's seventy-five epistles, I did not find she took the slightest interest in the opinions of the ancient Egyptians, or made any inquiries about the latest discoveries in the Forum, or questioned the grounds for ascribing the work of old Florentine Masters to some other artist, on all of which subjects my husband wrote her interesting treatises.
At Aboo Simbel we spent our wedding day, and its simple celebration is described:
The captain came with a wonderful speech, expressive of a hope that he might take our children up the Nile. Ali brought me his best robe, with which he clothed me and hoped I would keep it in memory of him. Pharaoh adorned the table with sweetmeats and flowers. The cook surpassed himself at dinner. All was very nice and we felt as much at home as it is possible to feel. Four other boats were at Aboo Simbel, so we had some society, including the Mileses and Miss Lennox. It was a real tropical day. The sun was brilliant, we rejoiced in lounging and drinking water in the shade.
My wife invented a game which became fashionable. Between the hills like a snow-drift is a slope of golden, soft sand. The game was to climb up—a half-hour's hard work—and then, holding each other tightly, fly down in five minutes with giant strides. It was fine exercise. She induced Mrs. Miles to play it, and we all fled down supported by sailors. It would have been difficult otherwise to get exercise, for our men would not let us walk on the desert above for fear of a hyena said to be wandering there.
To his brother, but recently married, Mr. Barnett wrote :
January 25th, 1880.—It is our seventh wedding day on Wednesday; may your seventh come as happily. Married life has certainly a power of growing; a proof, if one is wanted, that it is the real life.
As we descended the Nile with the wearying monotony of drifting, the nauseating motion of twisting round and round, and the unprincipled tossing of which only flat-bottomed boats are capable, we often landed to ride or walk, and had some amusing experiences in our efforts to purchase native handiwork.